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The story opens with a scene at a box
rty. Miss Henrlotta Winstantley, ain-
er of Hishop Winstanley overheard
Banker Ankony proposs to Barbara Hem-

Ingray, whose brother Dan was In his
employ. Dan was one of the town's pop-
ular young men. He showed some nerv-

ousnsss when Attorney Tom Twining told
bhim Barbara refused Ankony. Ankony
the following day, summoning Twining,
accused Dnn of looting the bunk, Twin-
irg refused to prosecute, Barbara per-
saaded Ankony to postpons starting
prosegution. Twining learned of the en-
gEagement of Ankony and Barbara, He
congralulated both, He visited Miss
emingray and found her almost In
tonrs. e told her hé had loved her, but
fearsd prematurely announcing his af-
fectlon. By actions alone she told him
mhe reciprocated. Mrs. Anson  Dines,
wealthy widow, proposed a marriage by
rrm\y with Blshop Winstanley., The lat-
or consulted with Twinlhg. The bishop
had been paying attentlons to  Miss
treeter, Dan consulted Twining, say-
ng his sister was determined to marry
tnknnr. decinring sha m.tunlifv‘- loved the
nker, though he could not help believs
ing she was making & sacrifice to save
him from jall. Miss Winstanley, find-
ing a pressed rome In the bishop's book
ecented a love affalr. Mps, Dines malle
for America, Miss Winstanley informed
Twining that Mrs. Dines was intent upon
stopping the marriage of Barhara and
\nknhy Mrs. Dines arrived and Ankony
fmmedintely set about to sall with Bar-
bara for Europe the faollowing day, in or-
der, It seemed, to avold Mrs, Dines, Mrs,
Dinos eonfronted Ankony with evidence
of his peculations while attorney for the
fate Mr. Dines.

CHAPTER X.—Continued.

“I ghall not intrude upon you fur-
ther”, she sald; "but I desire you to
understand that I am prepared to do
all that I say I will do in case you
do not yleld to my stipulation. I have
with me the papers which leave no
room for doubt as to your guilt. Shall
I glve them to M Twining, as your
attorney?”

“l am the attorney of the company
of which Mr. Ankony s the president,
madam,” I sald; “but in no case—"

tefrimted. *
Mrs, Dines bowed. “My own attor-
ney, Mr. Dean, has examined the pa-
pers, and he will tell you—"
“If he has not already done 80"
Miss Winstanley ventured, as her one
little shot.
“That T am able to carry out my
plans,” Mrs. Dines finlshed. *“But I
think you will see the wisdom in fol-
lowing the less aggressive course.”
“You leave me no cholce In the mat-
ter,” he said bitterly. “I am the un-

\ 4The" tnder dog is often to blame
for the fight she sald, tersely.

She approached the door, and I
held it open for her.

“Do you sall alone by the Deutsch-
land, Mr. Ankony?" she asked, turning.

He smiled grimly.

“1 shall sail alone,” he sald.

CHAPTER XlI.

Once in the corridor Mrs. Dines put
out an unsteady hand to her friend.
“My tablets, Henrletta, It is so an-
noying to be weak."
“Weak!"” echoed Miss Winstanley;
“you were magnificent!” BShe clicked
‘open her bag and produced a small
white box, whose lid she quickly
slipped, extending it to the suffering
lady, while I begged them to come
into my office until Mrs, Dines had
rested and felt a little recovered, But
Mrs. Dines declined.
“We must go to Barbara at once,”
she sald. “Why, the poor child is
probably getting Into her wedding-
gown at this minute, Think of it!
Ankony will go to her, of course, with
gome explanation; but she must have
enough of the truth from us to prevent
any further mistake."
“And oh, the blossed rellef it will be
to her!” breathed Miss Winstanley,
“You forget that she may love him,”

1 suggosted.
Mra, Dines spun round on me at
that like & huge, laboriously splnning
top.
#You think that posaible? Graclous
heaven, I hope not! I came to bring
her happiness, not to break her
heart.”
“You need have no fear as to Ihlt."
Miss Winstanley hastened, assuringly.
*You have done her a servica beyond
words., You see, she has been very
clever In carry'ng forward her part

of the hidecus program which she

mapped out, omd her cleverness has
dooolﬂdllr'!‘vlnlnc I am willing to
stake overything I have that she
't. love Ankony, and that she
" ghe paused, her sign!ficant
full upon me.

Dipes lifted her brows, and,
suddenly, held out her
gratifylng and unex-
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me

“We shall see,” declared Miss Win-
stanley blithely.

We went down Lo the earrlage In
sllence. There we found the Winstan:
ley coachman about to ascend with a
telegram which a house servant had
just brought, knowing his mistress
was to make her first visit to Ankony
and hoping to find her there. She
climbed Into the carriage, opened the
message, read It, went so white I was
sure she wan going to faint, and held
It out to me without a word.

I read it with amazement and a
consclence that guve me some decld-
ed twinges,

“Marrled;” 1 exclalmed: “Blshop
Winstanloy married! And to the
Blatine!"

“What!" erled Mrs, Dines; “did I
scare him llke that?"

Her pallor gave way to & rush of
color, and, Jeaning back, she laughed
till her eyes falrly brimmed with tears,
There was no attitudinizing about It;
she was simply overcome with the
humor of the eituation, and I hoped
earnestly that the bishop's slster
would gradually yield hersell to it
also. AL present she showed no slgns
of It

“Get in,” she sald to me; "we can't
discuss It here."

Obeying, we rolled decorously off,
Mrs. Dines' hand went out and cov-
ered her friend's,

“My dear, can you ever forgive me
for precipitating such a thing as this?"
she asked anxiously.

Miss Winstanley shook her hend.
"“You—you didn't do it,)" she mur-
mured: “he has been—been carrying
pressed roses; I suppose any one alie
would have known what that meant,
but I—dear heaven, how could I be-
liave such a thing?” sha walled. “And
to elope—oh, Hannah, think of {t,
Charles to elope!”

Mrs. Dines' laugh rombled forth so
contagiously that to save me I could
not help echolng it softly.

“That's just what I am thinking of,
dear,” ghe sald. “To think of his imag-
ining that he had to fly from poor me
like that! It's so funny! Oh, do try
to see how very funny It is, Henriet-
ta,"” and she sobbed in her enjoyment
of the affalr.

“It 18 absurd and unforgivable," sald
Miss Winstanley austerely,

The 1arge hand tightened over hers,
and Mrs. Dines' tones became serious,
“You are not to hold it against him.
Promise me that. Take it out of me,
but don't spoll his bappiness by cen-

surlng him. I'm the one to be pun-

///// —
—— e
| el

“To Run Away!" 8he Moaned;
Charles’ Age."

{shed, for anybody can gee that the
hastening is entirely due to me. I
suppose if 1 had any vanity I'd be get-
ting my punishment right now, but,

ous outweighs my vanity and I can
only—only—oh,
ness’ sake, laugh!"

A faint—a very faint twinkle lit In
Miss Winstanley's hurt eyes.

“It {a absurd for him to run away
from us like this,” she sald. “For you
know, Hannab, I was arrayed with
you."

out among the copious chins.

put in.

Dines,
that before!™

of Mrs. Jack Ankony."
“Not Cecella Streeter!
tell me!
ayes;
rie. Think how she looks the part.”

Winstanley,” I ventured.

unfortunately, my sense of the humor-

Henrletta, for good-

Her friend nodded warmly, laugh-
ter dancing over her face and in and

“She is really a charming girl,"” I

“Who 18 she, anyway?" asked Mra.
“To think of my not asking

“Miss Btreeter,” sald I; “a cousin
You don't
Why, Henrietta, dry your
this match was made In
heaven. She was born for the bishop-

“So I am always reminding Miss

“Then that's all she ever does,”

“Oh, by no means. You greatly ms

Judge her,” Mrs. Dines contended.
"She Is calm, 1 grant you, but a bish:
op's wife should be enlm. No, really,

#ince your brother wouldn't have me,
I don't know where he eould have

done better. Hesldes, she's prodiglous-
Iy rich, you know, What! You didn't
know? Oh, yes, Immengely so. My

poor Httle dot looks small beslde hers,
She doesn't talk about it, but—"
“Does she talk about anything? 1
Inquired.

Mrs. Dines shot me an amused
glance over her friend's head,
“Sllence I1s an excellent qualification
for a bishop's wife, I'm sure, Mr. Twin-
ing; then she lsn't always getting her-
self and the dlocese Into trouble
Now, see here, Henrletta, consldering
her looks and her reserve and her
money, surely you might forgive her
for letting your brother run off with
her."”

“It's very good of you to try to
cheer me up,” Miss Winstanley re-
sponded, vaguely,

“And It's downright foollsh of you
to hold out against so beautiful an ar-
rangement. To my mind this 18 ns
admirable a mateh all round as I have
known of in a very long time. So do
cheer up and be glad. Don't you
agree with me, Mr, Twining?”

“Most heartlly, as Miss Winstanley
knows,” sald I,

That little lady was not, however,
rendy to yield herself at once to the
sudden situation,

“To run away!" she moaned; "at
Charles' age!"

“Hut don't you see that it's a great
compliment to me?" amlled Mrs.

Dines. “Let me get that much out of
it, won't you? It shows how much
confidence he has In my getting what
I—want. You see, he didu't know
what brought me to America, and, fol-
lowing on the heels of my proposal to
him, it really seemed, you know, that
1 was coming to marry him, whether
or no. You can see for yourself how
the poor dear man must have felt.
Did he imagine, I wonder, that |if
everything else falled I ghould kidnap
him? Well, I forgive him even that.
And I want you to forgive him, Hen-
rietta. You must. That's a good,
sensible sister., And now it's quite
time we came back to our mutton.
Tell the man to drive us to the Hem-
ingraya’, will you, Mr. Twining? It
you don't feel up to going in, Hen-
rietta, I'll go amlone, but one of us
must certalnly see Barbara at once.”
“Then you may let me down ag the

Fifteenth street corner of - the
Square,” sald 1. “T'1l get along back
to the office.”

As the carriage stopped, Miss Win-
stanley bent forward, looking eagerly
after a fast-disappearing flgure.
“Isn't that Dan?” ghe cried. *'Can
you overtake him? He is the one to
take her the word."”

I sprang out and caught up with
him within the block, although he was
swinging along at an uncomfortably
brisk gait,

“On your way to the house, are
you?" he asked when he saw me. "It
must be pretty nearly time for the
wedding. 1 was afraid I couldn't
make it in time, but I caught a fiyer
within the hour after I had Barbara's
message.”

“Miss Winstanley wants you,” 1
sald, nodding to the carriage, that had
turned and was bringing up to the
curb, )

He was surprised to see Mrs. Dines,
and greeted her with a boyish affec-
tion that must have warmed her heart.

“All on the way to the wedding?”
he Inguired after he had shaken
hands.

“There {8 to be no wedding, Dan,”
Miss Winstanley sald, gently.

He had paled before she could ex-
plain.

“Nothing's wrong with Barbara?"
he asked, quickly.

“No, no; everything is jnst coming
right for her, Get in"—with a glance
toward the coachman. “We are driv-
ing to the house now, and Mrs. Dines
will explain to you. Then you must
tell Barbara what is to be told. We'll
walit outside, and if she wants us we'll
come right im, If not you must tell
us, and we'll go away again. Don't
you—will you—"

“l must tell you good-by,” I sald,

As I started off across the Square,
Miss Winstanley called after me that
she would send for me later in the
day.

But I was too impatlent to awalt her
summons, and four o'clock found me
at her door. As I turpned in at the
steps, the door opened and Dan came
out, hurrying down and stopping at
klght of me to wring my hand. He
was beaming. I had not seen him so
much like his old self in months, and
it did my heart good. Somehow it
nlso seemed to presage well for me.
All his buoyancy had returned, and
he was once more the charming, ir-
resistible fellow we all loved.

walled her sister-in-law miserably,

(TO BR CDNCLUDED.)

In Praise of

Excellence of the Eating Com-
mon In His Territory.

Macon Man Wun Eloquent Over !lu

“Come down In the goober fields of
Georgia If you want to know what
good eating is,” sald Mr. James Jack-
son of Macon, Ga,, to a reporter of the
“Did you ever eat

e e )

Georgm Grub

country In Georgia is the most pros-
perous and contented anywhere in the
south,” continued Mr. Jackson. “The
people down there mre extraordinarily
hospitable, and no stranger traveling
through the country can possibly get
away from the farmers, who will in-

over night to enjoy some of that cele-

brated eating. When you come that
way, If you ever do, I will show you
what sure enough ‘grub’ is.”

An Alluring Pmipnt.
“So you thlnkgw mm like te

slst that the traveler stop and stay |

STRUGGLE ON STEEPLE'S TOP

Truly Remarkable Story of Strength
and Pluck Credited to
Climber.

Bteeple jacks often find themselves
in tight places while exerclsing their
perlloun profession. Joseph Bmith, fa-
mous throughout England as  the
"Lancashire Steeple Juck,” and whose
buainess is so prosperous that he
travels about the country in a private
car, told the writer the following ex-
citing eplsode In his career: .

He and his mate were engaged at
the top of a lofty factory chimuoey, 200
feat In height, when his mate sudden-
Iy went raving mad and tried to com-
mit suicide by leaplng over the top.
As the madman went over Bmith
caught him by the ankle, and, not-
withstanding the maniac’'s plunging
and kicking, Smith held bravely on.
Leaning over the platform he en-
deavored with his disengaged hand to
rench the belt which all steeple jacks
wear around the walst, but he could
not manage it. Presently the crowd
who had assembled saw the strug-
gling body slowly, by sheer strength,

ralsed till the belt came within reach.
The muadman, finding his efforts at
gelf-destruction belng thwarted,
turned on his preserver and bit his
thumb to the bone,

He was, howeyer, desplte his strug-
gles, drawn upon the platform, and
then began another terrible struggle.
Muany were the conjectures among the

srowd as to the meaniug of the fear-
ful scens at the top of the chimney,
one individual, who "seed It aw,” as-
serting positively that “they've been

wrostling and feighting, and Bmith
threw t'other, who went o'er th' edge
o t' etage.”

Suddenly Smith raises his hand and

the head of the man he has just lifted
out of the reach of death! There Is
no more struggling. The man I8
quiet enough now!

The crowd looked at one another In
amazement, wondering what ft all
meane.  “Mit as well ‘ave dropt "lm
to t' foot of t' chimney as knock ‘Is
brains out wi' a ‘ommer,” says one
man grimly. Smith is standing up
working at his ropes. He kneels
down, and in a few minutes the head
and shoulders of his companion are
hanging over the edge of the stage,
Smith having attached a rope to him.
The next moment he pushes him off
and slowly lowers him to the ground.
There is a rush to the foot of the

chimney. “He's dead!” passes through
the crowd. A doctor ig soon In at-
tendance. Smith descends rapidly to

the ground with a smile on his face,
actually laughing. “How s he, doc-
tor?" he asks. "He's very bad,” Is
the reply. *I don't think, however,
the blow has done more than stop his
struggles. He's still in the fit.”

Purest English in America.

Prof. George L. Raymond of the
George Waghington university of
Washington has been revisiting Lon-
don after 44 years, and he brings
back the report that he Is more firm-
ly convinced than ever that the pur-
est English Is spoken in America. He
sald, to quote him directly:

“1 find that England is still full of
dialects, and that Englishmen of edu-
cation mispronounce the English lan-
guage. In Westminster Abbey I heard
a preacher mispronounce four words
within five minutes. In America we
keep to the standard of the language.
We pronounce according to the dic
tionary, to which everybody refers.
In England it seems to be a common
practice to mispronounce words de-
liberately."

It Really Happened.

“Jimmy,” sald the teacher,
the shape of the earth?”

“1 dunno, teacher."

“Well, what is the shape of the cuff
buttons vour father wears to church
on Sunday?”

“Dey are square, teacher.”

“How about the ones he wears on
week-days?”

“Dey are round, teacher."

“Well, then, what ls the shape of
the earth?”

“Square on Sundays, and round on
week-days."
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THE MARKETS.

LIVE STOCK.,
NWATIONAL STOCK YaARD3, ILL —
Cattle—Natlve beef steers, 4.007.00; cows
and helfers, 5,254 7.00; stockers and fend-
ers, .00 5.00; calves, In carlots, 2500
7.00 per ‘wud Texus steers :; I',uuri_qu-,
Pexas cows and helfers. 2.26¢1 4.2 Hogs
--Mixed and butchoers, F.706G7. 1'11' _good
hnny‘ 006 5, Ilu rough heavy., 7. 40607, 65,
light, T.70§7.85; plgs, 4106 . Native
shoop and mutions, 320G 4.49; lambs,
5. 767,50,
CHICAGO,

“what 1&

ILL. — Cattle — Bepves,
4.90479,10;  Texns, 3506435, western
4.2007.40; stockers and feoders, 3.004
6.00; cows annd helfers, L0050 calves
6. 250 8.60, Hogs—Light, T.35m7.9¢,
mlxe}ql!.. T.dtqui‘n&}lu. heavy, 1 i'.; s_a.sl‘i’.'
roogh, T.454p7.65; 7 1.8k;
pigs, 6.6067.00. 2008
4.55; western, 270G 4.50
4.50; lambes, 4.50@7.85; 4756

KANBAS CITY, MO —Cattle — Na-
tive steers, 4.8069.00; southern stoers,
3.26@4.75; southern cows, 25061 4.00; na-
tive cows nnd heifers, 23505.50; stock-
ers and foeders, L16R0.00; bulls, 2.75@
1.90; calvea, 350G 660, w.-slorn steers,
$.80405. 40; wester® cows, 2.75434.50, Hogw
—Heavy, T.706 7.85; ;nuln-n and butohars
T.60@ T, Hlu. light, @7.50; pigs, 6239
% p—-Hulmm. 4.00470.00; lambs,
tno 7.46; range wethers and vearlings,
t..‘i' range owes, 3006 4.55.

yorkeors,
Bheep—Natives,
lambes,
western,

Py
=]

8T. LOUIS uo e Wheat — No. 8
"":’..u‘u“?o-'{.‘.‘é;o‘;’-‘;. z{;“'s“’n‘:r‘a‘“‘u’&"a
1.06; No: 4 hm"d. ¢, Cora—No. 4,
i “‘0’. 0 " UL TH 1 M".
iy m"‘a
white, No ) Iq.
‘Muq 1“ ‘{.‘ |
ﬂ ;c" No. 4, mw' n Mi'nt‘u
424e, No. B wm 1) uue: No.
3% v_gn! \ .09

dellvers a blow with the hammer on |

DIFFERENT.

I

Wholesale
What's that?
not correct,
bookkeeper was a rascal, and waa rob-
bing me,

Expert Accountant—The cash is §50
over, gir,

Mr, (indignantiy)—
You say the cash Is

I always thought that

Mr. Wholesale—0O, well, just give
me that and say nothing to him about
it. Perhaps he's forgotten to draw
pome of his salary.

Embarrassing.
the houses of the Mex-
whatever you admire Is

Not only
feans, but

Yours. If you express a sentiment
of approbation of anything, the own-
er at once says: “Senor, it is yours;"

but he simply intends something flat-
tering, and you are therefore not ex-
pected to accept anything that I8 of-
fersd to Yyou. An amusing story ls
told of Sir Spencer 8t John, the Eng-
l1sh ambasgador, which {llustrates how
this nationnl courtesy often provokes
embarrassment Sir Spencer, who 18

a gallant old bachelor, was prom-
enading with gome Indlés in the park,
when he met a nurse girl with a
bright-eyed baby. The ladies stopped
to admire the little one, and Sir Spen-
cer asked whose child it was. “Senor,
it ie your own,"” replied the nurse, with
a courtesy, Sir Spencer has never In-
quired as to the parentage of pretty
children since.

A Lay Matter.
“Would you llke the floors In mo-
saic?”’ asked the architect.
The Springfleld man looked dublous,
“Would you like the floors in mo-
salc patterns?”
“] don't know so much about that,”
he finally sald. “I ain’t got any preju-
dice against

As regards laying of floors, though, 1

sectarian.”—Harper's Weekly,

Father Was an I‘;v_afld.

were 12 very large

reached for the one remaining.
“Son,"” pleaded the farmer,

Success Magazine.

Beaytiful Structures Dreams Realized
Every beautiful structure
dresm of the architect.

be a dull place.

light of civilization and knowledge,

cause some man deserted her?
“No;

man she loved married her”
Smokers find Lewis

Crude,
“This ls crude,”

take as candy, l.n!. :nti lhnpmu wlas
liver and bowols.

A lttle
doubly tiresome

Mosegs as a man, and |
maybe he knew a lot about the law. |

kinder think I'd rather bhave 'em un-

It had been a hard day in the field,
and father and son were very hungry.
The only things eatable on the table
apple dumplings. ¥
The father had consumed ten while | the full confidence of the Well-Informed

the hoy was eating one, and then both |

Is the
St. Paul's is |
but a dream of Christopher Wren.
Without the dreamers the world would = duct, which they demand in a laxative
Dreamers lifted it | pemady of an cthical charaecter, are assured
ont of the darkness of barbarism and |
ignorance and placed it in the white |

Her Sad Finish,
“Did you ever know a girl to dle for
love?""
“Yes."”

“Did she just fade away and dte be-

she just took in washing and
waorked herself to death because the

Single Binder 3¢
cigar better gquality than most l0¢ cgars.

gald John D, as he
tasted ofl in the milk.—Cornell Widow,

Dr, Plerea's Peilets, small, sugar-eoated, ensy to
mach,

learning makes a bore.

| SYRE THE SHOVEL WAS CLEAN

| Explanation of Small Boy That Must

Have Greatly Reassured the
Anxious Mother,
“I've Just spanked Ned, [ don't

| know what course you'll pursue with

Staphen,” remarked the mother's In-
timate friend,

“What have the boys been up to
now?' was the timorous query.

“About the very last thing you'd
imagine. They've been eating lunche
eon with the Itallan laborers work-
ing along the car tracks. Agd you
might as well kpow the worst at
onee — they've been eating meat
rooked In a shovel”

With a frantlc vision of a hope
| lesaly germeriddled child, Stephen’s
mother called her Interesting heir to
speedy account,

“l didn't eat luncheon with any
strange men,” he indignantly persists
ed Those men are all my dear
friends. And I didn't eat any meat
cooked In a shovel, elther.”

“What did you eat, then?"

“Only some gravy cooked In &
shovel by oac of the men.” Then per-
cefving the wild alarm in the maternal
countenance., “But [t was clean all
right, mother, for 1 saw the man wipe
off the shovel with his hat before he
poured in the gravy.”

New England Ple.

Some poor dweller In the benight-
od beyond of Chicago asks what a real
New Epgland ple ls like. It probably

| will not help bim to be told, but it
he means apple, it is like an essay by
Emerson Mquefied with the music of
Massenet and spleed with the cynd
cism of Shaw; if he means pumpkin,
It g like some of Gounod's musie
heard in a landscape all sun and flow-
ers. It 1s too early yet to describe
the mince ples of 1949, but last year's
—and last year was not an extraor-
dinary good year—were |like an In-
crease lo salary, and a present from
home arriving on the day when one's
conscience was behaving {tsell.—Bos-
ton Globe.

Philosophy.

Billy—Ma, does it do you any good
| to spank me?

Mother—No,
do It
|  Billy—Then don't you think It's
rather foolish to be hurting the two
of us and not benefiting any one?

my son; it hurts me to

To Enjoy

| of the World and the Commendation of
tbe most eminent physicians it was essen~

“you
wouldn't take the last apple dumpiing | tial that the component parts of Syrup
from your poor sick pa, would you?'— | of Figs and Elixir of Senna should be

| known to and approved by them; there-
fore, the California Fig Syrup Co. pub-
lishes a full statement with every package.
The perfect purity and uniformity of pro-

by the Company's original method of man-
ufacture known to the Company only.

The figs of California are used in the
pmdurt ion of Syrup of Figs and Elixir of
Benna to promote the pleasant taste, but
the medicinal principles are obtained from
| plants known to act most beneficially.

To get its beneficial effects always buy
the genuine—manufactured by the Cali-
fornia Fig Syrup Co. only, and for sale
b) all leading dmj,giat.a.

paper de-

.Readers -maiu buy

lutuq witdl:buyﬂ[ot.uf-n‘nu
subftitutes or imitations.

Yum't-l‘od to acoept a secret

ﬂlnirvnlhoclmlo bigger profit

Remedies are Needed

Wmnauhu B“mnot.
not needed. But since our systems ha
come , impaired bro!

di ve troubles,
nﬂthinllolondul)r Pinu’sGolduModnlDa
B e o e e S e MMl
r sa o

‘Weak Stomach, anm,wma-pm"rtrdnhmm
H , Bad , Belcling of food, Chronic Disrrhea and other

» the *‘Discovery’’ is a time-proven

The genuine has on its ('
o de wrapper the
Signature v Ly

nostrum as a substitute for this non-aloo-

medicine OF KNOWN COMPOSITION, Bot even though the urgeat dealer may

Dr.PWtPI—delﬂan‘-khndhﬂ‘umMnﬂ-‘
.liay‘u-dn,-nyhhh-ondv

lw,‘
"%“m to the right
more. Yolm

The Wizard of Horticulture
Hon. Luther Burbank

says: "Delicious is a gem—the fimest apple in all the world. It is the best in
quality of any apple I have so far tested."—and Mr. Burbank knows

*  Delicious is but one of th: humdseds of good thin
things you should koow about before you plant this fall or next spring.

Lét us tell you about them by writing today for . . 3
m@wmwgdpﬂmﬂodmmmwm

Wanted-A Bright, Capable Man'

in each of this state to sell Stark Trees on m
p-ﬂmm Thwmkuplumt.m

in Stark Trees—the good




